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Interview

Jimi Childress, #7207
Wednesday, 1030 hours, 9 May 1990, by telephone
Kansas State Prison
Box 2
Lansing, Kansas 66043
Yes.
You can use what I say to help.
I was born in Cotton Plant,
Arkansas. My mother left my father when I was 2~ and she married a
minister and I was raised up in Kansas City, Kansas.
That's where I was
inducted into the military.
I spent time in Chi c ago with my father; he
was a dete c tive on the poli ce force, and in New York.
I went back and
forth.
I would stay with my father and then with my mother; I didn't
get along with my step-father; he was the man who raised us.
I was in
Vietnam from November 1967 to 25 February 1969.
I went to LBJ the first
time in February 1968 for about 2 months, transferred back to my unit
and then in April 1968 I was sent back again.
I was 19 years old.
I
was there at the time of the 1968 riot.
I was called "Wild Bill" be ca use I guess I was a pretty wild person at
the time when I was in Vietnam. We all had nicknames for one another
and that's what the guys called me and I guess it stuck.
But I never
been the type of person who wanted to hurt anybody or who set out to
hurt anybody.
If I ever hurt anybody it was prote c ting myself, but I
don't believe in violence.
That's why I didn't believe in the Vietnam
war; I just don't believe in people killing each other.
The riot that happened?
"Chucks"? For whites?
one on me.

I know everything about what happened then.
I never heard that word in Vietnam.

It's a new

Those MPs did a lot of things to prisoners at that time.
Showering them
was one of the minor things that they done.
I can recall that at one
time they had eight of us in one conex box.
A slit cut out in the front
and a slit c ut out in the back--and that was your air.
And if you
wanted to urinate, you had to go to the back to do it because they kept
a chain on the front with a lock on it.
This was in heat, I would say,
of 115/120 degrees.
I c an recall during the monsoon season--during the
rains--and we would have floating water.
No pla ce to sit or lie down
with 6/7/8 people in a box.
And this went on for days and weeks at a
time.
I can recall a time when they had me on 21 c alories a day--raw potatoes,
a cup of water and 2/3 pie ces of Vietnamese bread.
The only way I
survived was that guys who did the cleaning up around would throw me an
apple or orange or peanut butter sandwich or a c igarette butt be c ause I
was restri c ted to no cigarettes at all.
They had removed us to the hole after the riot--it was one place that
wasn't destroyed.
It was like a steel box made out of wood with heavy
chicken across the top with a 150 watt bulb burning 24 hours a day.
And

they had a little hole they slid your food through. They would give you
one Camel cigarette per day.
That's where they had me restricted on 21
calories a day--raw potatoes and bread.
You're in these boxes, you're in heat, you're in humility, so you can
say you're in 150 degrees a day.
Six or seven or eight of you in one
box. You can't lie down. All you can do is sit. This is every day.
It was awful the way they treated their own soldiers. You could about
see them treating prisoners that way but not their own soldiers.
If you
wanted to use the bathroom, say #2, you would have to beg these guys,
you would have to holler out all day for 2-3 hours before they saw fit
to come to the door, take the chain off, open the lock and take you
around to the back of these conex boxes--cause they had them lined up in
rows--twenty on this side, twenty on the other--they were facing each
other and had a big tent canvas spread across the whole deal.
Lot of the guys who wanted to take a piss, they would just go to the
back of the box and just piss through the whole.
Dysentery? Guys did
the best they could in holding themselves.
It was agony. When the
guards would finally let you out you would be so humiliated, so angry,
you would just have a hateful attitude. And that's just the way they
treated you.
I can recall where after the riot they had me labelled as
an instigator--which I was--a helluva instigator--I was one of the main
instigators--and so they said You're going back to your company. And I
said I'm not going anywhere.
They wanted me to come out because they
knew I was an instigator. They wanted to beat me up.
There were seven
of us in a box and they opened the door and I said come in here and get
me if you want but I ain't comin out.
So that day they left me alone.
But the next day they called my name on the loudspeaker. That's how
they tricked me.
Said I was going back to my company.
It was a trick.
When I stepped out the door, seven/eight of them surrounded me.
SGT
Long--I'll never forget him, he was a great big bastard--when I stepped
out of the box they closed the door real fast and he hit me in my left
eye and busted my eye and, as a matter of fact, I still have a scar in
that eye to this day.
I'll never forget him.
I'd know that face anywhere if I saw him today.
He kind of put me in mind of a Gestapo back in them World War II days;
the Hitler days.
They treated me mean.
They treated the guys really
cruel, I think.
That's what set the riot off.
There was one black guy
who worked there who treated everybody pretty fair.
In fact they used
to scorn him a lot for being as humane to us as he was.
But the one I
remember best was a complete ass and that was Long. No doubt about it.
He was so bad that guys wouldthreaten him:
what they were going to do
if they ever met him back in the World; they were going to kill him, his
family, his dog, his cat.
That's how bad he was.
I can remember when I first got to LBJ they had us going out every
morning on the rock pile.
Big Red.
It was on the other side of the
mess hall.
I hope I'm not incriminating myself in telling about the riot.

What it

was, there was myself and four other guys and we just got fed up with
the way we were being treated.
At that time we were living in tents.
We just got fed up with goin' out in the sun, fillin' sandbags all day
and bein' kicked around, so we decided to storm the place at a certain
time at night.
And what really kicked the riot off was there was a bla c k guy who worked
on a tower in the area we were housed.
This guy brought in two/three
bags of bino c tal pills and two/three bags of marijuana and he gave them
to me and I went around and distributed it to a lot of guys and I told
them when you hear the whistle blow off, just c arry this
and what it was, we were behind a big fence, and the guards would come
in at a ce rtain time and c ount.
Two MPs--guards--would c ome through and
c ount. When they c ame through all the tents and had completed their
count and were pro ceeding ba c k to the gate to go out, that's when myself
and four other guys c harged them.
They blew their whistles. And when
that happened, people come from everywhere.
I didn't realize there we~e
that many people in there!
These guys had all day to soup themselves up.
They were high off the
pills and high off the marijuana and angry.
That's what started it.
And I personally burned everyone's records--me and a guy named Baby San.
I think he was out of Philadelphia. We went to the building and burned
the records.
It was set off to itself and he and I. broke off and busted
in there and threw all the records in a big pile and put a match to
them.
In fact, I almost got trapped inside.
Baby San pulled me through the
window.
The place was burning and I couldn't get out because I had a
sprung ankle, or a messed up back, I was barely walking at the time,
limping around.
I was trying to get through the window and c ouldn't
quite make it through and I happened to look up and saw Baby San.
He
had got through and was running away.
I yelled for him and he came back
and pulled me out.
But all those records were destroyed.
That's why
when it was over with they didn't really know who anybody was. And a
lot of guys they let go.
I gave the guys gas masks.
and all that stuff.

I knew where the supplies were, gas masks

No.
No.
No.
Nothing was stored in the chapel before the riot.
That's
not true.
This riot was talked about 2/3 days before it happened but
people didn't really know about it until the night it happened.
I was
the one who talked this guy into bringing in the drugs.
First of all it
was going to take something to soup these guys up; get them angry enough
so they'd want to c hange.
It was going to take something like marijuana
or bino c tals.
You take two binoctals and you think you're superman.
Anybody!
Take two and you think you can fly.
And that was what was
needed.
This guy--I don't know his name and if I did I wouldn't say
it--he brought that stuff in when he came on duty.
He was black.
He
threw it over to me earlier that day--about 5 or 6 o'clock when they
change shifts--it was about dusk-dark.
These guys only had about 4-5

hours before the riot even kicked off. There were no weapons stored
anywhere.
I know because I'm one of the 4/5 people who planned the
thing. The only weapons these people got were little bits and pie ces of
things they pi c ked up on the way during the riot.
When I grabbed about 5/6 guys to c ome and go with me, because I knew
these gas masks were important and I knew where they were stored, we
broke off in there and I stood there and distributed maybe 40/50 gas
masks to people. And there weren't even any weapons there.
The only
weapons we had were boards and 2 X 4s.
I c an't recall anybody high as a c olonel even being inside the wire
there during the riot. There was a lot of confusion in there.
Could
very well have been me hit him, I don't know. A lot of confusion. And
it's hard to remember.
I was 19 years old.
It was over 21 years ago.
Everything was burned.
The water tower had been pulled down.
But it
didn't last very long. No one held out for any length of time.
I had
4/5 guys on the ground.
I was usin them as hostages. And when I saw
other guys walkin over to give themselves up, I told Baby San that night
when I seen we had lost, it was over.
I told him there's nothing we c an
do.
They were telling everyone to c ome out and taking them to a ce rtain
area of the stockade and they were on the loudspeaker saying All you who
want to give yourself up, proceed to this particular area.
I wasn't
about to go.
I wanted out of LBJ, so I told Baby San, I'm going to have
a heart attack and go tothe hospital and see if I c an find a way out.
So I did and it worked and I ended up in the hospital.
I can recall
s ee ing 2/3 doctors and 4/5 nurses a~d sticking needles in my arms and
legs and sides and there wasn't anything wrong with me.
I was faking
the whole deal.
The ne x t morning they rolled me into a ward with 2/3 other guys and I
stayed there 2/3 hours and I just started tearin the place up and tellin
them I wanted to get the hell out of there.
I didn't like hospitals and
I didn't like that one.
I went back to LBJ.
I can remember walkin back
through the gate and seein waves of prisoners standin along th e fence.
I think they brought me straight to the hole when they brought me ba c k.
There was no place else to put us. This was the only place in the
stockade that still stood, where they had a water system and things like
that.
Every day
they were
they were
every day

after, they were
and sending them
going.
I stayed
while they built

c allin people out, trying to find out who
out of LBJ and back to their unit or wherever
in the hole for three months and I listened
it back to normal--a new messhall and all.

There were no whites involved.
I know who the leaders were.
I forgot
their names and even what some of them looked like--my memory's been
destroyed--but there were no whites involved in setting that riot off.
In fact, there were a lot of whites beat on during the riot c ause blacks
took it out on them as well.
They were just trying to get somewhere
where they would be saf e , running around like c hickens with their heads

cut off, they were in danger also.
white, you understand?

We were mad at anything that was

The riot was against the administration--what it was, it was a hate that
a lot of blacks had toward whites, period. Bein out in the boonies,
seein their friends killed, seein it's a form of genocide, hearing of
Martin Luther King killed.
It was just a hatred of anything white.
Then when the riot set off, when a white guy was seen, he was beat on
like he was a guard as well.
It wasn't anything personal, you know, but
these guys just had this hate for white people.
Half way around the
world, in jail. Back home they rapin our mothers and sisters and hangin
our daddies.
It was a hard time.
Another thing that made it so hateful, all these people that was in
these conex boxes were black. You see? White guys in the stockade had
fringe benefits. We had none.
It was just a hateful place. All these
people in these boxes were black.
Hispanics stuck with blacks, just for
safety reasons, but there was so few you hardly noticed.
It was a black
prison.
I will never forget how many blacks were incarcerated at t ~
stockade. That's why the conditions were so bad; that's why you were
treated so bad.
Major Jackson?
It seems like I remember a black guy implementing a lot
of the funky rules they had that was the head honcho. Major Jack.
I
remember that.
I was sent to LBJ because I had gone AWOL.

-- END --

